Mitt zt t 


itte 


z 


tete 


975 


TR 


e HAART; 


Wit ore, of 
A 
Wig 


FR 
>» 
— 
— 
— 


, e 0 
10 1 


— 
— 


> 2298 ” OCH GDh 
W. \ % 


— 


N 


OG 77 


1 
M, 
Jule, 7 


2 
oY 


-, 


N 


\ 


FV WW, 
N 


92232 


— — 


* 


ah me EP. 


=> — — IC] 


D 


3 


N 


** mw \ 


1 05 
WR) .. 
(Vs 


Av 
© 
OW 


LL 


MN 


— 

— 

, 

— 
— 4 

hed o 


— 
— 
— 


8 


— — 
— 
— — 

— — 


==: 


— — — — — 
— 9 


— — — 
— — 


WW 


es, 


— 


fine 


| 
| 


0 
if 


—_ OS WOW x OO 


| 


— — 
— -. 


— ˙— — — 


j 


— . 


0 


; i 
4 Ul [ U 
it 
SW 


— — 
— 

— 
— 


1 


T 1660 
* 


* 1 ffn Un 
> ry) \y 8 70 L\ { 2 7 "3 
. 18 n 2 1 ive N Mes ta 
2 ie 0 e 8 | 
\ * 4 N . ( 1 y q ll [3 * 
X : „ My [A J 1 0 1 £ 
WY!) 8 ( ſ- ; 
4 I-47 „ JEFF ; 10 ; [ : 1 7 
L A \ #20 , 


nl! 


> 

8 
R * 
* Þ 
7 


We 


; 5 * 

7 „ " _ 5 L yy : „* 
1600 | 70 * * 

5 = * 


* 


N 
„„ : 


* 
it 1 


* 
»\ 


\ 100% 


% 
« 
— 


vv 
* 


} (his 46 * 
11 | Nie 


# 


7 
2 


3 
Mu 
Ce Ma 


Thi 


Nac 
. 


1 


„ 


ö 100 MA 
"oO 


2 Wa 8 
all | 


114 


e 


1 


7 
6. 


the 


LL 
leans 


wn 
L 50 


„ 
. 


) 


, 


OS 
* r 
: ' * 3 ö 
Fun ee . „ 
„eee —B' 
'T] oy FULL f 1 - * E. * _ 
e 
= - a I 


7 
bound, 
Hand, 
hea” 


S N e 


4 


* 5 4. 
ti Aete 
ACE 
; woo 
A 


e EZ 
ee, . ele. 
A 
. 


CHEFOLLI 


, 


. 


Jo cart 


C 


_ 


2 


amp: Libegy. 


— tu. cc A 


OCCASIONED BY 


THE CONFINEMENT AND ACQUITTAL 


THE RIGHT HONOURABLE 
Lord GEORGE GORDON, 
F R N A 1D: N T 
0 F 


THE PROTESTANT ASSOCIATION. 


By MARIA DE PLEURY. 


eat — "MA * 


LONDON: 


+ q Printed (for the AUTHOR) by R. DENHAM, 


No. 100, Saliſbury Court, Fleet Street. 


And ſold by Mr. MARGRAM, Southampton-ftreet, Strand; 
Mrs. DEE, No. 35, Charles- ſtreet, Horſe-lye-down; Mr. TILL = 
COCK, No. 10, Warwick Lane; and by the AUTHOR, No. 2; 
City Mews, White Croſs-ftreet. 

5 . 
M, DCC, LXXXI. 


2 4 
5 MO 6 * ” 
p 
* 3 . . 2 ea 5 ** 
* - L _ 3 eee 
* 


n 
— ACE ao mee. — 


S, 


_ 8 


- hs 


Enn re 


A th. 


1 
1 
ö 
: 
ö 
ö 
| 


. 


To the RIOHT HO NMOURABTL E 
Lord GEORGE GORDON, 
PRESIDENT 
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INNOCENCE in BONDS, 


VVV 


＋ R V. T K. 
* HY weeps the Muſe Why in dull ſilence ſpend 


The tedious hours, all conſecrate to woe? 

Why hangs thy harp neglected ? that ſweet harp 
Whoſe melody can ſooth the troubled breaſt, 
And charm to ſtill attention, roving thought. 
Why eek this moſs-grown cell, and penſive here 
Sit'ſt thou recluſe, in love with ſolitude ? 

Thou who fo late with melody divine 

Mad'ſt hill and valley ring, with anthems best > 
While gentle echo caught the ſolemn ſound, 

And back return'd a ſong of grateful praiſe 

Jo my eternal King, thy Lon and mine, 


MUSE. 


| Ah! ſ: red Truth, thy well known voice much lov'd, 
Awakes my forrows ;---but for thee they flow. 
'Fhy injur'd cauſe I mourn : True, late I fung 

Thy maſter's glories, and thy matchleſs pow'r, 
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*Fo baniſh thee from Swwen---and, once more Bala EY 


Of the all-glorious ſun of Righteouſneſs. 
Ah! Sons of Freedom, can ſweet light offend 2 


($3 


And bleſwd his name who 1 in this happy ile 

Had plac'd his Truth, ---beſt pledge of kind regard, 
And ſing him till I will, and bleſs his name 

All gracious !---Yet permit my tears to flow. 
Britain ungrateful ! light eſteems the grace! 


Britain ungrateful! ſpurns the grace away. 1 1 
Her faithleſs ſons, by pat ien led} WD A 


Dance the vain, giddy round of vanity, 

And light heel'd folly.--Wiſdom calls in vain 

To hop their mad career, her voice is drown'd 

In the ſtrong tide of ſenſuality. 

Error and vice uprear their rampant heads, 

Strain ev'ry nerve, and ſummon all their pow'rs, 
To chaſe thee from thy throne, O ſacred Truth, 
See Hell and Rome their baneful arts unite 


Spread popiſh darkneſs, fed, all 
TH abominations of the Scarlet Whore 
Over this iſle, long favour'd with the beams 


Is liberty grown weariſome to you? 


That thus you ſeek the diſmal ſhades of night, 11 75 


And court the iron arm of Tyranny ws 
To chain you down in bondage and deſpair ! 195 

Since it be ſo, O Truth ! well may I flee . 
The haunts of men, and to lone wilds retire ; 5 
Break my ſweet harp, and ſit in ſilent woe, 54 


Penſive and aa ves tow, flow on my tears; 
For Britain ope s her boſom to receive 
Ungrateful vipers, who will ſhortly {ting 


| The unwiſe hand that foſters them to death. 


TRUTH, 
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Juſt is thy ſad complaint, yet ceaſe thy grief; 
Let Conſolation, with her gentle hand, 
Dry up thy tears, and bid thee ſmile again. 
Did'ſt thou not ſee that memorable day, Aen. 


When fair Auguſta pour'd her thouſands forth, 
And her twin ſiſters to my ſtandard ran, Hahn vn) 


With chearful feet to own my ſacred cauſe? * faule. A. 


My faithful ſons advanc'd, rank after rank, 

In long ſucceſſion. Peace around them flew 
Waving her olive wand, while in their hearts 

Well tember d zeal glow'd warm, and ſhone ſerene 
In ev'ry countenance. Auguſta ſaw, 

And well approv'd the folemn ſcene ; but Hell 
GrowPd hideous, and Rome, apoſtate Rome 
Beheld and trembled, leſt the Gop of Truth 
Shou'd crown my darling ſons with wiſh'd luccels, 
And Diſappointment lay her Babel low. 


Know, as of old, JEHovAan's ſov'reign pow'r 


Reſerv'd him thouſands, 'midſt a faithleſs race, 
To worthip him in Truth : fo in this day 


A goodly band there is, deep in whoſe hearts 


The heav'nly treafure of ſupernal grace, 


By hand divine, to them imparted : they, 


Thus bleſs'd, my champions ſtand to plead my cauſe; 
Own my religion: and, in ſpite of Hell, 
In ſpite of all the wiles, or open force, 


Of that foul beaſt, the miſtic Babylon, 
Shall glory in the name of PROTESTAN . 


MUSE. 
Still heaves my troubled breaſt, till ſorrows rife, 
And fad preſages hang upon my mind; 
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And ſtill my tears muſt flow.---O ! turn thine eyes, 
Thou pow'r divine! behold yond' rugged walls, 
Vond' antient pile, by Rome's dread Cæſar rear'd, 
Where kings have bled, by treach'rous hands deſpoibd 
Of royalty and life. Within thoſe walls 


Murder, in horrid ſhapes, hath ſtalk'd; the ſword, 


And pois'nous drugs, dealt unexpected death, 

And there---Q ! there, thy dear lov'd Goxpo lies. 
Say, ſhall that gloomy manſion long confine 

The noble youth ? Muſt waxing, waning moons 
Behold him there in irkſome jeopardy * 

Shall he, whoſe heay'n born foul diſdain'd the toys 
Earth offers to her ſons, and wiſely choſe 

The precious jewels of eternity; 

Who lays his life, his honours at thy feet, 

And fingly dar'd ſtand forth, to own thy cauſe, : 
Amid” Britannia's awful {enate---there | e EZ 
The butt of ridicule ! Say, muſt he fall — 
A victim to the rage of Anti-Chriſt * 


Forbid it Heav'n! O may celeſtial guards, 


Commiſſion'd from above, in flaming bands 
Pitch their bright tents, in terrible array 
Around, and thield hun from impending ills. 


TRUTH. 


Let 1 not thine heart preſag ige diſguſtful things : 
Let humble Confidence compoſe thy mind, 
And gentle Patience huth the ſtorm within. 


For know JEHovy an's awful footſteps oft” 


Are hid in clouds; a maze of Providence, 
Impenetrable to his creatures eye, 

Conceals from mortal view his great deſigns. 
He guides the raging form, and, in the roar 
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Of warring nature, {till he reigns ſupreme, 
And the loud whirlwind marks his awful track, 
Infinite wiſdom errs not ; all the works 

Of his almighty hand proclaim him wiſe 3 
Nature and Providence both centre here. 
Leave then the troubles of thy heart with him 
Fear not the noble Briton to commit 


Into his Father's hands: high in his love 
Thy GorDox hits ; nor can thoſe walls prevent, 


Or watchful warders keep his preſence out. 
Jznovan's gracious, all-pervading eye, 
Darts thro' the gloomy cell, and loathſome pit; : 
Nor can inquifitorial damn keep 

A ſmiling Saviour from his faithful ſons, 
When calPd to ſuffer in my ſacred cauſe. 
And ſhou'd the awful Monarch of the Skies 
Permit the rage of Hell and Rome to tread 
On injur'd juſtice, violated law, 

And, by perfiduous falſhood, to condemn 

The captive Hero, dear to Truth and Thee. 
Shou'd it be ſo, yet know, O weeping Mule, 


The King of Saints, Omnipotent, can bring 


Supernal YR from this dark cloud of ill: 
Good to his church, and everlaſting praiſe, 
And boundleſs glory to his own great name. 


Calls he to ſuffer ſhame, coprogeh, or death? 
Well, his own arm ſhall guide his champion through, 


His grace can ſanctify, his pow'r ſupport, 

And bring him off triumphant o'er them all. 
A martyr” s noble zeal can conquer Death. 

A martyr's faith can view the promis'd Heav'n. 
A martyr's crown richly compenſates all. 


And wilt thou grudge thy GorDon this rich prize? 
O! look beyond this ſcene ! exalt thy view 
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To that bleſt realm, where life eternal blooms, 
And view the countleſs train, array'd in white: 
Heroic armies, confeſſors of Truth, 

Who, for my ſake, deſpis'd their lives, endur'd 


Shame, dungeons, racks, and ſoard to Heav'n at laſt 


In flaming chariots.--- Witneſs thou, O field F 
Renown'd for ſlaughter, where my worthies bled, 


And with their aſhes conſecrated thee, 
But liſt, O Muſe, to their triumphant ſongs, | 


Their at of victory; they tune their _— 
And ſing, Salvation to the bleeding Lamb! 

In whom they conquer'd, and in whom they live, 
With immortality and glory aka 


Why fear the word then, ſince the worſt contains 


Such glorious good ? yet better hopes in View. 
For lo! I fee a goodly company 

Of humble ſuppliants, at the Throne of RY 
Uniting in this one, this grand requeſt, 

For GokxpoN's ſafety, and for 'Truth's ſucceſs. 
So Jacob pleaded with a faithful Gon, 

Nor, *till he bleſs'd, wou'd let the Angel go. 
Like him they wreſtle, and Hope's chearful voice 


_ Whiſpers my heart, Like him they ſhall prevail. 


GoRDON ſhall live, and Truth ſhall long diſplay 
Her ſacred banner in this favor'd iſle. 
For know the great decree's gone forth, and ſtands 


Firm as the throne of Gop, and ſeal'd in Heay' n, 


That Babylon mall fall, and all her pride 
And empty glory be ſwept clean away, _. 
As with the beſom of deſtruction. Fall 
To rife no more, but in the realms of night ; 


Howl ver her miſeries, and drink that cup 


JEHOVAH's red right hand of vengeance fills, 


r Ae, five 


n 


BE, 


And drain the bitter dregs of endleſs woe ; 
While beads and Dominick employ'd in vain, 

As uſeleſs things thrown by ; and all her pomp 
And ftrong e e vaniſh into air, 

As miſts before the ſun. So Rome ſhall fall 
Before the ſun of Righteouſneſs ; his beams 
Shall diſſipate her darkneſs, when his arm 

He ſtretcheth forth to plead his people's cauſe, 
Then ſhall the Heav'ns rejoice, and earth be glad, 
And the blue yault with allele s ring. 


MUSE. 


Chear'd by thy potent voice, O pow'r divine, 
My heart again its wonted calm reſumes ; 
My tears ſubſide, I wipe my ſorrows dry, 


And Peace and Conſolation rear their throne 
Again in my contented breaſt, No more 
My tongue ſhall utter immature complaints, 
But reſignation taught, Pl patient wait 

The great deſigns of Providence divine, 


Inexplicable, *till the key of Time 


Unlocks them to my view ; then tune my harp, 
And ſing of Mercy, or, the awtul theme 
Of Judgment, juſt and true ; in either, bright 


The King of Zion's attributes ſhall ſhine, 
Mercy and Juſtice, awful, lovely pair, 


Unite their glories to ſupport his throne. 


O may the former crown Britannia long, 


And ſanctify the latter to her fons ! 

That, ſtruck with pious awe, they may return, 
Conquer'd by Goodneſs, to JEHov An's feet, 
Nor ever wander more : But, in her land, 


Long may the goſpel trumpet ſweetly found, 


B 2 „„ ien 
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Salvation in the Blood, and righteouſneſs 

Of the once flaughter'd, now exalted Lamb. 
May ſinners hear, and to the ſtandard ly 
Of the uplifted croſs: May Heav'ly Grace, 
In rich abundant ſhow'rs deſcend, and fil! 
Britannia with the fruits of righteouſneſs, 
That her anointed ones, ſeal'd from above 
With holy unction, may the ſceptre ſway, 
In peace and juſtice, uniſon divine ; 

And Brunſwick long defend the faith indeed, 
Long as the ſun endures. While ev'ry age 
Shall own, O Truth ! thy univerſal ſway. 


AUGUST 14, 1780. 


An IRREGULAR ODE. 


O Thou, whoſe eye 
Darts thro' the ſpace where worlds unnumber'd roll, 
And view'ſt a vaſt immenſity ; 
From thy high throne, 
Where burrung ſeraphs bow, in wonder loſt, 
Thou deign'ſt to loox 
On this e e ball, man's little coaſt, 
This Aceldama, where confuſion reigns, 
And War in crimſon dyes our e plains. 


Thy flaming eye 1 
Pierces the gloom of Aarkneſs; ; ten- fold night 
Is to thy view as Sol's meridian bright, 
When he illumes the {ky ; 
Nor can the deep 


Of man's 5 deceitful heart a | ſecret keep 
From 


RP, 
: 
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From thy clear ken; the deep laid, dark deſign 
Thou ſee'ſt at large, and know'ſt to countermine. 


O then behold, 

For Zion mourns in ſecret, and thine eye 
Can well her ſor rows and their cauſe deſcry, 
Before they'te told; 

The noble youth, 
Who bold for Gop, and zealous for his Te uth, 
Dar'd ſingly ſtand, 
Amid the awful Senate of the land, 
Thy cauſe's champion; not aſham'd to meet 
Contempt and Scorn; for at his Maſter's feet 
He laid his honours down, content to be 


The butt of ridicule, for love of Thee. 


Thou haſt beheld | 
GoRDoON in yon rude walls a captive held, 
While the bright moon 
Hath almoſt eight times fila her ſilver horn: 
Now Phoebus haſtes to bring the day, 
Which ſhall a wond'rous nk diſplay, 

When crimes by Hell and Rome decreed, 
Wbo led the ſons of Riot on, 
And plan'd the miſchief they have done, 
Charg'd on the noble youth, champion for Gop and Truth; 

And Gorpon at the awful bar muſt plead, 
And wait the great event; be nobly freed, _ 
Or in this glorious cauſe a martyr bleed. 


O thou moſt high ! 
Thou righteous Judge, in that momentous hour 
He very nigh, 
Uphold thy {ſervant by thine arm of pow r; 


C34” 
In Chriſtian fortitude divine, 
O let the Chriſtian hero ſhine, 
Made ſtrong by Thee, 
As all his cauſe 1s thine. 
Let Hell and Rome combine in vain, - 
His Truth and Loyalty to ſtain; 
Let Truth appear, 
O make it clear; 
As the bright fun diſpels the night, 


So bring his innocence to light, 


And ſet him free. 


Bluſh, Britons, bluſh ! 5 
At this diſgraceful ſcene: O, call to mind 2 


Vour great forefathers, who determin'd ſtood, 


And in this cauſe reſiſted unto blood! 


In fiery cars they ſoar'd away, 
To realms of everlaſting day. 
; Again the ſcarlet whore, 


Tho drunk with blood, yet thirſts for more z 


Muſt more be givin ? 

Forbid it, Oh, thou potent "King of Heay” n 
Thy power exert 
On GorDpon's part, 


And hold ſatanic hoſts in chains contin'd ; 


Bid them retreat, 


read Rome and e beneath his feet. 


But if Thy will, 
All wiſe and good, hath otherwiſe decreed, 
And Zion's champion in this cauſe muſt bleed, 
Support him ſtill, 


| And let a martyr's faith his boſom fill; 
A martyr. s noble zeal ſupport him through, - 
A martyr's glorious crown be full in view; 


Then 
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8 6 
Then ſhall he riſe 
Superior to the ſtorm, and reach the {kies. 
But, ah ! the deed--- 
Will cry like Abel's blood, and loudly plead 
For awful vengeance on a guilty land, 


With the deep dye of ſolemn murder ftain'd, --- 
 Ere that ſad day 


Arrive, O Chriſtians, wake, and rife, and pray : 


Addreſs your Father's throne, nor give him reſt, 
Till he is pleas'd to anſwer your requeſt ; 
And kindly deign, 


To dry your tears, diſpel your fears, 


And give ye your lov'd GoRDoN back again! | 
JAN: Hy 179k 1 


An: - HY M N. 


, 
GREAT King of Saints, O let thine ear 
Attend an humble ſuppliants pray'r ; 
And let thy gracious, kind regard, 
Be GoRDox's ſtrongeſt, ſureſt guard, 


. II. 
Defend the dear, the noble youth, 
Who's ſuff'ring in the cauſe of Truth. 
O let not Hell and Rome ſucceed, 
Nor Zion mourn ; nor GoRDoN bleed, 


TH; 
When the important day appears, 1 


Big with thy people's hopes and fears; 
88 Charg d 


C8 3 
Charg'd with concerns immenſely great, 
- Deciſive of their Gox Dow's fate. 


IV. 
Beneath him let thine arm be laid, 
And may his mind on thee be ſtaid; 
Support his faith, his courage chear, 
And ſave him from th' aſſaults of fear. 


V. 3 
Bold may he ſtand amid' the throng, 
And filence ev'ry iland'rous tongue; 
While free-born Britons ſhout applauſe, 
And upright Jurors try his cauſe, 


a VI. 
Acquitted by their honeſt voice, 


Britannia ſhall again rejoice: 
Zion ſhall raiſe her triumphs high, 
And bleſs the Monarch of the Sky. 


. 


27 e POEMS were coritten after bis 


ENG 8 Acquittal. 


A THANKS SGLV ING HYMN. 


1. 


COME let us raiſe our chearful ſongs, 


High as our joys ariſe; 
And bleſs with humble gratitude, 
The monarch of the ſKies. 


II; 


He ſaw our griels, how high they roſe, 
And liſten'd to our pray'r: 


He ſpread confuſion on our foes, 


And made his arm appear. 


III. 


Ile by his ſuff'ring ſervant ſtood, 


In the important hour; 


Uphel d, and brought kim ſafely through, 
By his almighty pow'r. 


„ IV. 

In vain the rage of Hell and Rome 
Purſu'd the noble youth; 

For Gop appear'd, to vindicate 


The champion of his Truth. 


V. 


Now with glad heart, let Zion ſing, 
Hoſanna to the Lord : 


And deep within her memory, 
His faithfulneſs record. 
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And ſav'd him from the lion's jaws. 


= 


(38) 

Oh! mighty Gop, let thine own arm 0 
Our ſacred rights ſecure; 
And grace and truth Britannia bleſs, F 
While ſun and moon endure, 5 


ANOTHER 


1 
LIFT up your voice ye Saints, and ſing, 
Loud hallelujahs to your King; 
To Britain's Gop, whoſe wonders ſhine, 
In pow'r and goodneſs, all divine. 


II. 


In mournful ſtrains we lately ſung, 
Our harps upon the willows hung; 


But now a great ſalvation's giv'n, 

We render joyful thanks to Heav'n, 
III. 

When GoRDoN at the awful bar 


Stood, lo, his Maſter too was there ! 
His Gop appear'd to plead his cauſe, 


LY: 


With grateful hearts, we bow and bleſs | 
The Loxy our King, and righteouſneſs : 


He loves his ſaints, and his own arm 


Shall guard them ſafe from ev'ry harm. 


9; 
His Truth and Mercy cannot fail, 
Nor ſhall the pow'rs of Hell prevail, 


While JEsvs reigns enthron'd above, 
The King of Saints, and Gop of Love. 


ENOT HE RK. 


8 1. 
MEET and right it is to ſing, 


Praiſes to our Gop and King; 


Let our loud hoſanna's riſe, 
Join the chorus of the ſkies. Hallelujah. 


IL. 


We our great deliv'rer bleſs, 
All his mighty acts confeſs, 


And invoke his gracious ear 


Still to liſten to our pray'r. 


© © 5 5 
O! may GerDpon favor'd be, 
Still preſerv'd and bleſs'd by thee ; 
May thy ſpirit, to his heart, 


_ Ev'ry ſhining grace impart. 


IV. 
0 let Mercy, Grace, and Truth, | 
Reſt upon the noble youth; 
Guard him all his way to Heav'n: 
This we aſk, may this be giv'n. 
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E re long wou'd cloſe her in its horrid jaws. 


Of Zion's Maſter, and of Zion's ſons, 
Nor tear'd the pow'rs combin'd of Hell and Rome. 


R oll'd flowly on (O tedious interval!) 


8 O oft' ſhe chid the hours, and bid them fly 
I n quick rotation, to bring on the day, 


I he weal.or woe of Britiſh Zion hung. 


The ſov'reign Ruler of the Univerſe, $ 


E267: is 

FFF 

L ET Zion raiſe her ſongs of triumph high, 
O Gop of Grace, to celebrate thy name; 


R uler of Heav'n and earth, whoſe gracious ear 
D oth condeſcend to liſt' to her requeſt. 


G rief long had ſpread a paleneſs o'er her face, 
E xpreſſive of the heart-felt woe within; 

O ver her head the ſhades of ev'ning drew, 

R ouling her fears, that black terrific night, 

G loomy as that which once on Egypt frown'd, 


G oRDoxn, for thee her fears and ſighs aroſe ; 
O noble youth, for thee her weeping eyes 

R ain'd ſympathetic tears; thou who alone 

D ar'd to ſtand forth, and own the injurd cauſe 


* xx 
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P ain fill'd her troubled breaſt, while eight long moons 


3 * 4 bs . » * A > 
2 3 2 . 8 5 — 
r . 3334 
CC 


E ach day her wiſhes bid old Time make ſpeed; 9 


D etermin'd to decide the great event; 5 
E vent, how awful! for on Gorpox's fate, "WM 
Nov on the balance, this important mark, 


O ft to the heavy? nly hills, where ]EsUs reigns 2 
F or ever, King of Saints, and Gop of Love, Fes 
H er weeping eyes ſhe rais'd with el we voice, 

Entreating audience to preſent her pray'r, 
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( 21 ) 


2 rayer ſhall prevail; JEnov an's lif ning ear 
eceives, and, lo! he grants her humble ſuit. 
On Zion's foes he frowns, and from his throne _ 
T heir malice views, derides their proud reſolves: 
ID gag d to plead his people's cauſe he ands, 
5 ends down confuſton on their enemies, 

Their vain imaginations brings to nought, 


And diſappointment lavs their Babel low. 


N ot unto 185 O Gop of FOR; the praife, 
Thy name demands it, and tis all thine oven. 


As from dark clouds emerging, the bright ſun 


S hines with redoubled ſplendour on our World; ; 


S O Go DN, from the iron hand ſet fre 

O f hard Oppreſſion, ſees the thades Uſporſs, 

C onſcious of innocence. he itood che teſt, 

1 ncourag'd and ſupported by his Gon. 

A nd lo! he 'role ſuperior to the ſtorm. 

T he ſtorm's diſpers'd, and Gor pox {ill ſhall live, 
In ſpite of all the rage of Hell and Rome, 

O ppos'd for whom IEHov an ſately keeps, 

N ot all creation join'd can ECL deſtroy, 


cad 


An 8 5 F. 


(Sung on Wedneſday, March 14, 1781, at the London Tavern). 


BRIT ONG rejoice and ing, 

To the etern: al King, 
Anthems of praiſe ; 

While the bright hoſts above 

Hail him the Gor of Love, 

We who his wonders prove, 
Join in the lays. 

His flaming eye beheld, 


GokR DN a captive held, 


Sion in tears; When 


So ſhall the noble youth, 


Bold and unmov'd by fear, 


( 22 ) 
When like a mighty ſtorm, 
In its moſt horrid form, | | 
Hell and apoſtate Rome 4 
Boaſting appears. 15 
Then lo! Almighty Jan. ©] 
vcatter'd the tempeſt far, | Z 
Stem'd the proud wave, 
The Gop of Providence, 
Stood forth in his defence, 5 
Guardian of innocence, 
Mighty to ſave. 
When the fair fount of light, 
Diſpels the ſhades of night, 
His glories thine : 
His all-prolific ray, 
Dreſſes creation gay 
And his bright beams play 


Radience divine. 
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Champion for Gop and Truth, 
Riſe from the cloud; 
Favor'd by Grace Mei 


8&2 — „ * 
— e LEFTY © oF 
« 3 % „5 
82205 8 . 2 
- CAST EDN 3X41 OE GEE 
PPC 


In awful virtue ſhine, _ 


While his one grand defign 


Is to be good. 


O may he perſevere, 


Though Hell oppoſe ; 


Heav'n will propitious ſmile, 
And bleſs our ſacred toil, 
Still guard this happy iſle 
From papal foes. 
Now let our triumphs riſe, 
High as yon azure ſkies, 
While we adore : 


— q nnd rene ene — 


By” BY 


To their Almighty Friend; not only ſo, 


Britannia's daughters wept in ſecret too. 
But thy ſweet Cite light bid forrow fly, 


1 


Be everlaſting fame, 

To the all-glorious name, 

Angelic hoſts in 
Fe or ever more ! 


To the MEMORY of the SIXTH of 
FEBRUARY, 1781. 


COME, gentle Muſe, aſſiſt me while I ſing, 


Come, take thy lyre, and touch the ſweeteſt ſtring 
My grateful heart would fain a tribute pay, 
To the lov'd memory of that happy day, 


When ſuf” ring Innocence triumphant roſe, 


And ſhone with ſplendour through an hoſt of foes, 
So the three heroes ſtood, amid the flame, 

And in the furnace gain'd immortal fame, 

So Daniel's Gop, to plead his ſervant's cauſe, 


Stood forth, and ſaved him from the lions jaws, 


In ev'ry age the ſame this Gop remains, 
Through both eternities JEHov AH reigns, 


Hail ! glorious morn ! though uſhered in by fears ; 


Thy riſing ſun beheld the flowing tears, 


Wiped from Britannia's palid check”: or though 


They ſtill might riſe, 'twas Joy that bid them ow. 


Long had her faithful ſons, in ſad ſuſpence, 
Oppreſt with grief, ſighed for deliverance 


If from my own, I others feelings know, 


And $1Pd our boſoms with extatic Joy 
Well may we ſing, O welcome day! of Thee, 
That heal'd our ' griefs, and ſet our Gor voy free, 
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Ye ſons of Eloquence, to Briton dear, 


Who, for the noble fuſf*rer, dar'd appear, 


By Truth ſupported, bold to plead his cauſe, 
And guard from violence our ſacred laws. 


Long jhall your names ſurvive, from age to age, 


Kecorded:) in the great hiſtoric page: 

Britons ſhall read, ſhall wonder, and admire, 
And feel their boſoms glow 1 wb honeſt fire; 
When to their view they bring the ſolemn ſcene, 
And think they Hay he abr es pe ectators been; 


When Malice rav'd in vain, pathetic 'Iruth 


Pleaded all-pow'rtul-tor the noble youth : 


And mute Attention, charm'd by Erſkine's voice, 


Hung on his words, and felt their awful force; 


Before the orator, Oppreſhon fell, 


And Truth and Juſtice triumph'd over Hell. 


Ye Britiſh worthies, uncorrupt and free, 
Guardians of GorDoxN's life and liberty: 


Ye virtuous Twelve, ail hail ! who ſcorn'd to ſel], 


With your own peace, a lite ſo valuable. 


Ye nobly judged! ! a thoufand worlds a year, 
At ſuch a price, were bought immenſely dear; 
Unaw'd by irowns, ye bold itood forth to ſave 


The man, devoted to the yawning grave; 
Snatch'd him from ruin: Let th' oppreſſors ſee, 


A Britiſh Jury dare, and will be free, 
Hail ! then, ye truly noble, truly great, 
(Fame, take thy trump, and loud all hail! repeat) 
To free born Britons dear your names {hall be, 
Long as they Gon box love, and Liberty. 

And high in their eiteem they both ſhall ſtand, 
While n REEDOM and RELIG10N bleſs our land. 
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By the A U T H O R. 
Shortly will be publiſhed, 


H FE N R Vert Sacred Poem. 


